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SYNOPSIS.

tichard Tdghtnut, an American with an
wffecied English accent, recelves a pres-
ent from a friond in China, Tha present
rr--'-wn 1o be a pailr of pajamns, lettar
iinta of surprises to the woarer, Lightnut
donn the pajamas and late at night in
up for o smoke, FHis servant, Jenkins,
raomen In and, falling to recognize Light-
nut, attempts to put him out. Thinking
the servant orazy, Lightnut changes his
‘;Intl-t"i Intending to summon hr-l?. When
¢ reipponrs Jenkins falls on his neck
with iu.'r. confirming Lightnut's ballsf
that he In crazy. Jenkina tells Lightnut of
the encounter he had with a hideous
Chinnman  dressed In pajamas,  In &
menange from his friend, Jack Billings,
Lightnut ls asked to put up “the ki
fnr the night on his way homa from col-
ege. Later Lightnut finds a beautiful
girl In black pajamas In his room. Ldght-
nit s shocked by the girl's drinking,
smoking and slangy talk. Bhe tells him
her niume s Franéls and puszles him
with a story of her love for her wister's
room-miute, namod Frances., Next morn-
Ing the girl 18 missing and Lightnut hur-
ries to the boat to see her off, He 1a ac-
costed by a husky college boy, who calls

him "})!ckyh"“t;m he ﬂnenl not n:s 'ig:
]
ﬂﬂf“ ack lin calls Tﬂuy wd!lcm'rr

with l,lf tnut.
Pr celess rubles hidden In the buttons of
he pajamas. Billings dons the dpujnmu
nd  retires, Lightnut later discovers
n his apartment a beefy person in mul.
ton-chop whislkers and wauﬂnz PAJAMAR,
Jenkins calls the police, who m:'ll!'_e the
Intruder to be & ecriminal, called *‘FOX¥Y
Grandpa,” The intruder declares he Is
Lightnut's guest and apquls to the lat-
ter in vain, He Is hustied off to Jall
In the morning Lightnut ls astonished to
find Blllings gone, and more natonished
when ho gets a measage from the lll!el‘d
damanding his olothes, Lightnut, boun

for Tarrytown, Billings' home, discovaers
“Frances,’” the girl of the pajamns, oOn
the traln. Lightnut speaks to her and al-
judes to the night before, She declarea
indignantly that Lightnut never saw her
in black pajmmns. t Tarrviown Frances
s mer by n huukB college youth, who
hails Lightnut as “Dicky.’”” The Iatte: Ig-
nores the boy, who then threatens to
thrash him for offending Frances. Light-
nut takes the next traln home. B!'-'Inlil
and Lightnut discover mysterious Chi-
ness oliaracters on the pajamas. Profes-
par Doozenberry s called In to interpret
the hivroglyphics. He raves over what he
ealla the fost allk of Bl-Ling-Chl. The
writing declares that a person wearing
the pajamnas will take on the semblance
of the previous wearer. The professor
borrows the pajamas for experiment.
“Hillings" dressed In pajamas I8 found In
the professor's room and s taken home
in an rutomobile with Frances and a wo-
man Lightnut enlls “the frump.'’ Light-
nut ls angered by “the frump's slander-
gus talk nbout “Francis.' *“Billings" Is
tiuken to his room, A servant tells Light-
nut that & messpage has just been re-
celved stating that Blllings was under ar-
rest in New York for stealing a sult of
black pajaomas, Judge Bllllugs ml?nluhu
Tdghtnut with a tale of Francia® esca-
pades. Lightnut asks permission to spenk
to “Frances.”  The Jjudge declares that
not mnother Uving person would tackle
the Job, and Lightnut, his mind oceupled
withi the beautiful Frances, 8 groatly
myatified, Pollcemnn O'Keefs roturns the
black pajamnas nnd Lightnut sends them
to Billings’ room. Lightnut has an Inter-
esting hour with Frances. He tells of the
things the Jjudge has been saylng about
SFrances” much to “Frances' *” amuse-
ment. Judge Blllings refuses to Inler-
eede for & man under arrest claiming to
be his son Juck. The Judge promises
Jack to wear the pajomas that night,
Next morning Jenking tells Lightnut he
snw him (Lightnut) Aghting with a youth
in the llbrary during the night. Jook
Billlngs tella Lightnut the judge Is going
to send Francea to n reformatory, Light-
nut I8 attacked by a man he tokes for
the chauffaur, who objects to hls atten-
tlons to Frances. Later Lightnut meets
Colonel Kirkland, who ls the Image of
“Foxy Grandpoa.” Profesaor Doozenberry
olerra np the various entanglements by
explaining the secrot of the Haunted pa-
Jamaa.

CHAPTER XXX|—(Cantinued),

“Midnight!” ejoculated some one at
length, just as the professor lnished
& Jolly rum but Interestlng yarn ot
adventure In Tibet. We all roea and
1 wan answering a challenge of Bil-
Hugs' for a Sunday morning game of
billiards, when &ll of a sudden =a
doream rang out Ifrom somewhere
above. Then came a greater com-
motlon—two voices ralsed In rapid
and excited colloquy. On top of this
another scream, louder and more plerc.
fng—a woman's call for help.

“"Oue of the malds,” Blllings haz-
arded. "A mouse—"

“That was Frances!” | answered

him excitedly, and we all plled ont in-

Up the Stairway Advanced Professor
Doozenberry.

1o tke hall and peered down Its long
viata.

llown one of the dimly tllumined
angleu of the great stalrway a white
figure darted, then paused, abashed,
cronching buack egaingt the wall at
sight of us advavclng. Above her
sounded a man's volee, and even as
she screamed agaln, he overwok her,
elasping her arm,

"Frances—dear, dear Prances!” ne
erlad, “Are you afrald of me?"

Aud he thraw hia arms around ber,

]
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"Come on baok, dearest!” he pleaded.
“You have been dreaming.”

And under the light of a great red
clugter of grapes, pendent from the
mouth of a grinning Bacchue, [ recog-
nizged with horror the yollow mat of
hair and freckled face of Billinga’ eub
brother. On the Instant, with a bull-
ke roar, Blllings sprang forward, but
I was quicker still, But fleeter than
elther of ua to reach the rcens were
the two elderly men, together with
Miss Warfleld, the housekesper, and a
couple of malds, Frances darted llke
# bird to Foxy Grandpa, and then
the figures of thas women shut her
from view,

Blllings and 1 had paused, half-way
to the landing. It looked as though
the elder Billilngs was amply capable
of handling the occasion now. He had
backed the youth agalnst the wall be-
hind, and his language was of a kind
1 bated to have my darling hean
Every time the other offered to ex
postulate, his father broke out again.

“You are a disgrace to an honored
name!” he roared. "“And the only ex-
planation left for me to offer our
Euests ia that you are drunk and don't
know where you are!"

“Oh, father!™ faltered the boy. And
then he turned his black shrouded
figure to the pale marble against
which be leaned and seomed to me
his very heart would sob away.

“What's the matter, dad?" came a
volce from the head of the stairway.
“What in thunder s all the row
about?"

“By Qeorge!'’ gasped Billings. Ev-
erybody looked upward—one of the
women ecreamed. For there, slowly
advancing down the angle leading to
tho landing, his yellow mop of hair
shining above the dark collar of =
dressing:robe, was the duplicate of
the youth cowering under the elder
Billings' wrath.

And out of a dead, tense
came hils volce again:

“Can't any of you speak?’ He
touched the HAgure on the shoulder.
“Who are you?"' he asked In an odd,
strained volece.

The black figure turned toward him
a face agonized in grief.

“I—I don't know," came a volce pitlL
fully—hlis volee, It seemed,

The cub just stood like a statue for
A moment—stood as we all stood, Then
slowly hils hand went out and touched
the hand of his double. Slowly his
fingers swept the face, the halir; grad-
ually his eyes closed, as though he
were sensing by touch alone,

Suddenly a loud cry leaped [rom his
throat,

“Slster!" he shouted. And he swept
the black flgure to him,

Then, tossing back his head, the
youth faced us with blazing, angry
eyes, looking ms David must bave,
when he faced old what's-his-name.

“If there's & man among you, I'd|
llke to know what this means?' he
cried.

There was a blank silence for an
instant, and then—

“"Perbaps I can explaln,”
volee.

And up the stairway advanced Pro-
fessor Doozenberry,

sllence,

sald a

CHAPTER XXXI1. |
In the Glow of the Rubles.

Evenlng bad come agaln,

In fact, it was almost bedtime. |
Frances and [ sat before the hearth
in the library, looking sllently Into
the red heart of the dylng embers of
frngrant plne cones. For in the
helghta of the Pocantico Hills it often
I8 chilly -on summer nights,

My darling sat on a low fauteull,
her chin resting upon her hand, her
beautiful eyes fixed dreamily, In-
sorutably, upon the fading coals. In
her lap lay the spread of the ¢rimson |
pajomas. |

She was thinking—thinking—I| won-
dered what! And I was thinking how
Jolly rum it all was; that Prancls
wasn't Frances, that the professor
wasn't Blllings, Colone! Francls Kirk-
land wasn't Foxy Grandpa and wasn't
the frump’s father after all; and that
the frump, herzelf—Dbless her, her
pname-was Ellzabeth—wasn't [Prances,
and wasn't 4 tromp at all, but just a
Jolly, nice, homely old dear, you know.
And I was trylog to ecatch and hnold
some of the deuced queer things the
professor had discoursed upon about
anclent Oceldental  what's-ite name,
und astral bodies, obsession, psy-
chical resarch and all that sort|
of thing. Somehow, dash it, it/
had all  seemed deviligh unraa-'
gonable and {mprobable to me—|
couldn’t get hold of it, you know; but
us everybody else had sald “Ab-h-h!*”
and had wagged thelr hends as though
they understood, | just sald: “Dashb !
it, of course, you know!" and re
orossed my legs and took a fresher
grip on my monocle,

The most devilish bard thing to
get hold of had been that Fraoces
bhad never sat on the arm of my Mor-
ris chair, had never told me she lked
me better than any man she had ever
met, and bad never called me “Dicky”
at any time or unywhere, | wondered
if she ever would, and how the deuce
fellows went about it when they pro-
posed to the girl they madly loved, |
was devillsh put out, you kuow, that
| had never tried it so I could koow.

From #cross the hall droned the
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volees from
onel Kirkland and the judge debat-
ing somcthing about treaty ports and

the smoking-room—Col-

the Manchurian rallway. Through the
French windows from the open loggia
came the eager, pitched tones of the
professor and the frump-—no, Eliza-
beth, 1 mean—discussing Aldeberan
and Betelguese, dend suns, star clus.
ters and the nebular hypothesis,

Within the room Billlngs had snap-
ped out the lights, to bring out the
blazing fire of his treasured ruby,
and from the tray In the dark corner
where he was closing it In his collec:
tion vault, it gleamed llke the end of
a bright cigar. The other four were
absently clutched In my darling's
hand and the crimson shine gleamed
bravely through her finger bars.
“Carbuncles—ancient carbuncles,’” the
professor had called them, “that the
Chinese belleved their dragons car-
rled In thelr mouths, In their black
caves In days of old, to furnish light
whereby they could see to devour
their victims” And that [ believed,
for T could see some practlcal sgense
about 1t!

“What I should like to know," said
the dear, preclous cub, hugging his
Iknee by the mantel, "“is where I come
in!"

“¥You don't come in,” sald Billings,
lifting him playfully by the ear; "you
come out!" And out they went.

And my dear girl and | were llke
what's-his-name’'s picture—alone at
Inst, you know. She stirred softly
and her slgh came llke the wind
through the trees at night,

“l suppose we will have to burn
them,” she sald dolefully; *“the pro-
fessor says it is the only thing to do.”

“Jolly shame, I say!” I murmured
indignantly.

“It seems a crime,” she sald softly,
and there was a little choke in her
volce. She slipped to the soft-fibered
rug before the fire. 1 gently brought
my chalr cloger to her.

For a moment she pressed her
cheek against the erimson mass, then
kneallng forward, laid it gently on the
glowing coals. There was a flash, a
lightning blaze of red that -almost

blinded us, and then for a briefl space

a fleld of shining ash. Agalnst this

the tiny serpent frogs writhed and !

|

enre—I| just love yon, because—" She
paused,
“Becnuse they brought us

togeth-
er?" By Jove, 1 dldn't know 1 had

sald It, till it came out!

An instant, and then | caught it—
Just a litle whisper, you know:

"Yegs—Dloky!"

By Jove! And then, dash Iit, my
monocle dropped! But 1 let It go

FPrezently she looked at the glowing
rubies in her hand.

"They are from Indla,
Dicky—Ifrom Mandalay, the professor
sald.” And she murmured: *'On the |
road to Mandalay, where the old flotil
Ia lay'—don't you remember? I've
been there, Dicky.”

"By Jove!™ | =sald.
though? Is it jolly?”

“The poet seemed to think so—"
She laughed. "“Do you know Kipling.
Dicky?" 1 tried to think, but dashed
If 1 could remember.

I wondered if it would be a good
place to take a trip to!

1 hitched cloger. “What does—er— |
this poet chap say about 1t? What's |
it ke, you know?"

She laughed. “I'm afraid it's wicked,
Dicky, & good deal llke the haunted
pajamas,” She leaned forward, chin
upon her hand again, tooking into the
fading coals. “I'll tell you what he
says.”

Then her volce went on:

you Kknow,

“Have you,

“Ship me¢ somewhere east of Suer," where
the best 15 llke the worst,

Where there arn't no Ten Commandments
an' A man can ralse a thirst.’

“By Jove!" | sald, interested.

“For the temple bells are cailln’, and it's
there that I would be-

By the old Moulmeln pagoda, lookin' Inzy
At the sea’

I brought my hand down on my
knee.

“Oh, 1 say, you Know—er—Frances,”
1 exclalmed with enthusiasm, “we'll
go there for our honeymoon, by Jove!
Shall we—eh?"

And then the jolly rubies rolled un.
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\There Was a Flash, a Lightning Blaze of Red. .

twisted and turned at last 1o leaden
gray. Over the spread of all, swept
wave after wave of golden, crim-
soned pletures—temples and pagodas
—dragons that lcked flery tongues at
us—strange faces that came and went,
leering hideously loto our own,

And then of'n sudden It was all
fnded—gone! The breesze from the
open window stirred the ashes to the

gide. She dropped back with a deep
sigh.

“They're gone,” she hreathed wourn.
fully.

“Never mind,” 1 sald; “you've these
left.” And daringly 1 laid my band
_upon the one that clasped the rublen.
And 1 thrilled as it lay still beneuth
my own. :

“Good-by, you dear old, wicked, an-
chanted pajomas,” ebe sald, “] dob't

heeded to the fRoor. And npothing
stirred but the nshes of the haunted
pajamas’
And then— Ob, but Frances Says
that's all!
THE END,

Eskimo Wife a Hard Worker.

Eskimo widowers often remarry
within & week alter the demise of the
wife. The helpmate of the savage
does most of the work, and he Is al-
most helpless without her, She makes
and breaks camp, cooks, cuts up her
husband's kill and carrles It to camp.
Sbe dresses the skins of deer and
seals. She makes the foolgear and
clothes, paddles the canoe and carries
every burden. Without her no domes

tie arrangement cian go lorward,

F
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Practical Fashions
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LADY'S WORK APRON.

This apron has the merit of belng
2asy to make besides belng very al-
tractive. It bhas body and short sleeves
cut in one and can be mada with or
without a seam at front; with high
or low neck and long or ehort sleeves.
A band of contrasting material trims
the low neck and edges the short
sleeves. Gingham, chambray, percale
or lawn may be used for carrying the
model,

The pattern (58089) Is cut ,n sizes
32, 36, 40 and 44 !nches, bust meas-
ure. Medium size will require without
center f(ront seam, 6% vyards of 36
inch material and 4% yard of banding.
to, CERtten Departmih, aeed 10 ceuts

Write name and address ;rul.:lnly. and be
sure to give size and number of puttern.

NO. 5899. SIZE.....

NAME ......

TOWN. sscosvssssnssisnsssnsins

BTREET AND NO..iccieaicnan
BTATE. .ccconeconcooenss

LADY'S WAIST.

Here 18 a delighttully pretty walst |

&nd a nice design for development in
white wash silk so popular for walsts
Just now Tone model 16 a simple one
The clcsicg is at the

' left side of the front, and the neck is

completed with a pretty turn-down col-
which s nlee fashlonea of lace
or nll-over,

The pattern (5907) is cut in sizes 32
to 42 bust measurs. AMedium size

| will require 214 yards of 36 inch mate-
| ria!
over

end % of a yard aof 22:dnch all-

To_procure this pattern send 10 cents
‘q “Pattern Department.” of this paper,
Vrite name and address pluinly, and be

sure to give size and nuwnber of pattern.

NO. 5807 IR e e aaiinasns

NAME .cccvvensnsnssasnssscsse

TOWN - oo svnesssasenssnes saas s sawnssssns
STREET AND NO.

T e

STATER . cvecuencorinrnnnsanns

Truth in Old Adage.

In c¢hildren the training of the
Benses, so necessary, is for the most
part unconscious and self-attalned,
ay in games, yet the sclence of psy-
chology has Invented tests to ald such
training of the senses. There seame
to be & lot of truth in the old saying:
“bo not belleve all you aee, nor halt
you hean”

Sorry He Moved.

Joues (to friend who has moved in
to town and taken & flat)—Well, old
man, | suppose you are beginolug te
get eity broke,” eh?

Friend—Yes; and in another month
or two 'm afraid I'll be flat broke

Wanted Less Spesd.
Countrymen (to motorist who has
glven him a 1ift)—You hain't gointes
pass the old cow, be you, mister?
Motorlst—Yes. Why?
Countryman-—-01 be drolvin' dhe 1o
ter Taunton.-— Puneb {London),
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Richest In Heallng Qualitiea
FOR BACKACHE, AHEUMATISM,
KIDNEYS AnD BLADDER

FOLEY KIDNEY PILLS

They're In the alr yon breaths, the I;ud
yuu eat and the wakar you driplk. T b

farohen make you slck bul Hadnm's
Irmh?a I&Illﬂr’ \i‘u’!g.:?l'fll ?:.-k:n:m
W TA DA NS AT, R

128 Prince St. ow York, N. Y.

Make the Liver
Do its Duty

Nine times in ten when the liver la
right the stomach and bowels are right
CARTER’S LITTLE

LIVER PILLS .
gently butfirmly com-4§

{ THEY'REAFTERYOU

i

ting
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE,
Genuine must bear Signature °
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Inexperienced,

In a boarding use for bachelors,
Amanda, typical “Mammy.,"” looked at-
ter the guests’ comfort in true south-
ern style so well that one of the men
thought he wounld take her away with
him In the summer in the capacity of
housekeeper. Toward spring he way-
lald her in the hall one day and sald:

“Mandy, do you like the country?"’

Mandy reckoned she did.

“Would you llke to go away with
me this summer and keep house for
me?"

Mandy was sure she would.

“Suppose I get just a bungalow. Do
you think you could take care of It
nicely by yourself?”

Mandy gasped and rolled her ayca
*“'Deed, no, massa! Reckon you al?
| batter get somebody else; I don's
| know nothin' about taking care of any
animals!“—Harper's Magazine.

i

Getting Along Fine at School.

Now that school has been “gein”
several weeks parents are beginning
to inquire of their young hopefuls as
to thelr progress. The other day a
mother out on Harrison boulevard,
while eating luncheon with her 6-year-
old, asked:

“And how are you getting along In
gchool, Dorothy?"

“Oh,” replied Dorothy between
mouthfuls of bread and milk, “just
fine! 1 and Frances Smith are the
smartest and best dressed girls in
the school."—Kansas City Star.

| Business for Father.

The small drughter of a practicing
physiclan, who evidently has an eye
to business, told her mother, in no un-
certain terms, that she must call at
once on their new nelighbor,

“And why must 1 call on her?" ask.
ed the mother, amused at the child's
positiveness,
|  *“Well, in the first place,” explained
| the litile lady, “they've got three of
ithe seranniest kids, and the mother
|
|

| herself don’t look very strong.”

Enough to Kill It.
| “Oh, papa!” exclaimed the young
girl, “that pretly plant I had setting
on the plano is dead.”
“Well, I don't wonder,” was all tha
father sald.
|

Put It on Her.
Gibbe—Oh, yes, Jones {s an ass and
all that, but you'll never hear him
say a mean thing about his wife.”
Dibbe—I don't know! He says sha
made him what he is

The Food
Tells Its
Own Story

It's one dish that a
good many thousand peo-
ple relish greatly for
breakfast, 'unch or sup-
per.

Post
Toasties

Crisped wafers of toast-
ed Indian Corn—a dainty
and most delightful dish,

Try with cream and
sugar,

“The Memory Lingers"

g

'SMALL PRICE.
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